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nk | SEARY” D with vam Parfilts, and bumble grown, 
Ru Sad in the Country, and too poor for Town, 
"OM ; " O how I long, in lome ſoft, ſilent, Seat, 


To taſte calm Quiet, in ſerene Retreat ; 

Where Books, and Eaſe, and Time for ſerious Thought, 
May. wake Wit. Wiſdom, cer I'm good, for Nought ! 
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WAL FO LE, to Thee, the Male, aflicte, flies 
And, from the Deep, like Ship-wreck'd ] on an, cries. 
Thou, the Right-Hand of Fortune, form'd to give, 


Let Me not Die, before I've learn'd to Live | 


I, not for Lordly Poſt, or Penſion, plead —— 
(Sure, Heav'n will my reduc'd Deſires {ucceed ! ) 

St. James's Wilderneſs, the Park's fair Iſle, 
Wou'd crown my Wiſh, and Care's long Hand beguile. 
On that delightful, and ſequeſter'd, Spot, 

Fitted for me, as Zoar was for Lor) _ 

Id full Content and Satisfaction ind, 

And cultivate the Garden of my Mind. - 

Like good * St, Evreemonr, Id grow a Sage, 


And War with Nonſenſe, Vice, and Folly, wage : 


at. A 


* Monſieur de St, Evarmont avas preferr'd to the Government of Duck-Iſland, 
by King CHARLES I. and had a conſiderable Yearly Penſion allows him, 
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Go . 
Has, cabin'd ſafe, in Solitude and Peace, 


Think who's at Helm, nor fear the Storm's Increaſe: 


What Princely Pleaſure, in that envied Scene, 


To hold high Empire o'er the peopled Green! 


Each roſy Morn the riſing SuN to wait, 
And walk, with him, around my Orb, in State | 
My Subject Ducks ſhould watch my gractons W1ll, 
And paſſive Geeſ 2 ſhou'd owe me ev ry Quill. | 
To each, in Order, traverſing my Land, 
I'd toſs due Bleſſings, with impartial Hand. 
Birds ſhou'd by Love, and Beafts by Fear, obey : 
But all pay Tribute, in th' Imperial Way. : 
Yet no Tyrannick Pow'r ſhou'd pinch their Right, 
Nor bold Rebell;on wing their Wills for Flight. 
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Still I'd adorg my State with ſomething new, 


Prune its wild Proſpects, and inlarge its View ; 


Mazes of knotty Polaticks invent, 

And, in each open Quarter, plant Content. 

' Then, when diſpos'd for ſolitary Thought, 
TInfſpir'd by Leiſure, and by Duty taught, 

Fd run thro' Mate. and the Cauſes find, 

| Which lift fome ſingle Souls above Mankind ; 
Which, thro' deſcending Ages, lengthen Fame, 


And mark a TuLLy's, ora WaLreoLE's, Name, 


Kindling, at This, to a ſublimer Fire, | 
My grateful Heart might teach me to aſpire, 


And charm an unborn Race, by painting Tor. - 
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Exhauſtleſs Store my ſubjeCt 1/ſe contains, 


For apt Allafions to adorn my Strains. 


In narrow Compals, what is not compriz'd ? 


BrirTaNnNIa's Sea-girt Land Epitomiz'd ! 


_ As our bleſt Climate, from the Continent ! 
A Colony of feather'd People ! Where 
(If we, with great, may ſmaller Thi nes compare) 
t, like a Biſhop, wou'd o'er-lee my Cure, 


Or govern, like a King —— in Miniature ! 


How {weet to walk betwixt embow'ring Trees ! 
Trees, that ſhou'd nod, obſervant, as I pals, 


And yield as humble Homage, as the Graſs ! | 


From crowded Scenes of great AucusTa rent, 


When my few Friends to viſit me ſhou'd pleaſe, 


Or, ſoft-reclining, in a ſhort Repoſe, 


 (Plucking ſurrounding Fruitage, as it grows) 


I, to theſe Friends, inſtructive — but not vain, 


Wou'd, like St. Jonn in Patmos, Truth explain ; 


Teach them, That Happineſs in Silence reigns, 
And builds her bow'ry Seats on peaceful Plains ; 
While they tell News of Milſchiefs Hourly OW 
In publick Place, and the promifcuons Town ; 


And every Word, they ſpeak, confirms my own. 


| But ſhou'd my Patron deign to leave the Court, 
And humbly to my Hermitage reſort, 
Ambitious, I my elf wou'd waft him o'er, 

And hail his Preſence on my happy Shore. 

There might he, ſafe, unbend his active Mind, 


Or form, perhaps, fome Scheme to bleſs Mankind. 
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Then wou'd the Golden Age be mine again, 


And CnarLess ſhou'd be loft in Grorce's Reign, 


How pleas'd is Fancy ! How do Dreams delight r 


And, ah! what Pity mine ſhou'd prove a Bite! 


| Hear me, Thou AtTLas of our leaning State —— 

Conſent, at leaſt, to make one Poet great. © 

On Thee, the Muse s then ſhall fix their Eye, 
And, for Thy Glory, whole Parxassus vie. 
To guard our Hopes has been the Hero's Pride | 
"Tis good to have the Poets on Thy S:de. 
I, for Return, will Yearly Homage pay, 7. 
And hail the Riſing of Thy Natal Day. 


Nor only This —— but, now and then, afford 


A Trout, or Duck, to dignify thy Board. 


Tis done! —— I hear the Royal Mandate giv'n —— 
© Let M1TcrELL have his poor Poetic Heav'n, 

* And, to ſupport his Government, we grant 

« Twice Fifty Pounds per Annum-—— All L want | 

| Boy, fill the Bowl——'tis Decent to be glad — 
| Home x, on leſs Occaſion, had run Mad, 


_ 


